THE  RISING
was Captain Melendez; there was one sergeant and one
corporal, and the remaining eight were privates. Since
then I have talked over the events of that day many a time
with Captain Melendez m his dug-out in the front-
line trenches of Madrid, or at a base hospital where he
was being tended for one of his many wounds.
Of middle stature, slight in build but with steel muscles,
Captain Melendez was for me the very picture of some
fifteenth-century soldier of fortune. Pissaro or Cortes
must have been of a similar type. Raven-black hair slightly
brushed with grey, side-whiskers like interrogation marks
cut short in the middle of the cheek, a chin with a slight
cleft jutting out from under a smiling mouth, bushy black
eyebrows looking somewhat quizzical over a pair of flashing,
burning black eyes. A man rapid in speech and rapid
and inflexible in action. A leader of men, I have seen him
with his bandera or battalion of the Legion, and never
have I seen such blind devotion as his men offered him.
The Spanish legion mourn him now He was killed in
May 1936 near Pozoblanco in the province of Cordoba.
There was little need to give orders to such a man.
Out of the 'plane, Captain Melendez mounted the
machine-gun he brought with him, in the cab of a great
six-wheeled lorry, ordered his men to jump in, and dashed
off to the Captain-Generalship. There he was told what
the situation was and in what suburbs the Reds were
concentrating. "That is enough,33 he said to the staff
officer "Give me a map and I will deal with them." Five
minutes later the lorry was roaring through the streets
at fifty miles an hour heading straight for the Red
assembly point. Shouts rang out: "The Legion has
arrived," and the legionaries shouted also. Within a
breath of time all Seville, in true southern way, was ringing